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A REMEMBRANCE OF DRACHENFELS. 



i. 



WHEN in a quiet time 
We lift our oars, and glide upon the stream 

Of life, and seem 
To hear again the faint and distant chime 

Of joy-bells long ago, 
Whose voices once had power to charm us so, 

Fond Memory may build 
Her visions bright that mirror perished years, 

And we are filled 
With joy serene akin to tears. 



II. 



Then do we gather back 
The thoughts and feelings of the happier hour: 

Such wondrous power 
Hath that enchantress from the floating rack 

A 
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Of lightest clouds that fly 
To fashion forth the fair lake whence they rose, 

Once more to bid it lie 
Before our eyes in clear repose ! 

III. 

So do we inly feign 
To hold glad company of absent faces, 

Till subtlest graces 
Entwine the fragrant wreath of joy again : 

And all the scene is there, — 
The leafy hill-side and far-stretching river, 

With sweet warm summer air, 
And flames that on the small waves quiver : 



IV. 



The stern uplifted hold 
Crowns the rich piled foliage on the height, 

And where of old 
That grisly wretch fell by the falchion bright 

That flashed in Siegfried's hand, 
Hard by the den wherein the foul beast lay, — 

The cave where, day by day, 
He battened on the best of all the land. 



V. 



There, at the river's bend, 
Lies the green tranquil Nonnenwerth below : 

On the hill's end, 
That overhangs the straitened current's flow, 

Stands that lone ruined pile 
Where pined the noble one and broken hearted, 

So near the blessed isle, 
Mourning the hope deferred of fond lives parted. 



VI. 



And summer's glorious wealth, 
The joyous homage of earth's thankfulness, 

Is here ; and health 
Flows in the liquid air with power to bless, 

By God's good hand bestowed. 
All these again to the mind's senses live ; 
And the old happiness that in us glowed 

Fond Memory can give. 

H. 
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SEBASTOPOL. 

STEKN fortress of the Euxine, the dread of Europe thou ! 
All eyes are turned, all hearts intent, on thy wall-encircled brow ; 
Foul nest of spoil and treachery, prepared for the prey ! 
For there the valiant and the true are fiercely held at bay. 

He thought, forsooth ! the wily Czar, the time was fully ripe, 
When he might win the chiefest power within his iron gripe ; 
Might charm the high estates of earth with words more smooth 

than oil, 
Or bribe them to his purpose with fringes of the spoil. 

Not so was England to be lured to wink upon thy plan, — 

Not so would France look on whilst thou shouldst slay the poor 

'sick man !' 
But powerful friends he found where thou didst dream of traitors 

vile, 
Friends on the potent Continent, friends in the valiant Isle. 

So to the East the flood pours on of Britons and of Gauls, 
And the foremost surges beat against thy strong defiant walls ; 
Though countless be thine armies, though sage in council thou, 
A stronger arm than thine might fail to turn the torrent now ! 

Is it for nought that Alma's heights gave sepulchre to those 
Whose memory in the mindful heart of mighty nations glows ? 
For nought that great St Arnaud, that noble Cathcart, gone, 
Leave names that will not lightly be thought and wept upon ? 



Are there no seeds of daring deeds in Balaklava's glen, 
That will give life from out the dead to arms of living men 1 
And all the might that poured in fight against the unshaken line, 
Oh ! will it not work back again in trench and sap and mine 1 

Ah, fallen in your high places or in the lonely vale ! 

Ne'er shall the star of your renown in the bright array grow pale, 

Nor ever shall your names be named but the hearer's heart shall 

thrill 
For the heroes of the twofold host whose hearts in death lie still. 

Soldiers of Britain ! still hold on : work, wakeful minds of France ! 
Undaunted by the iron storm advance and still advance ! 
Fear not that ye forgotten at home shall be the while, 
Or on the potent Continent or in the valiant Isle. 

Braves of the Gallic legions ! press sore the southern side, • 
Where through the deadly breach will roar the grim resistless tide : 
Ye ! England's own untiring and honour-crowned sons, 
Guard well the right, and there work on your truly levelled guns. 

Bold mountaineers of Scotland ! in ferny glens at home, 
Fond hearts will beat your news to greet across the ocean's foam 
And ye, old Erin's chivalry ! your deeds will surely tell 
Again and yet again the tale to be remembered well ! 

Yet give to Him the glory to whom the thanks belong : 
Not to the swift the race is given, nor the battle to the strong. 
" If He had not been on our side," now may the victors say — 
" Our might had been as weakness within the mortal fray i" 
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Ah ! not unheard by Him on high the prayers that daily rise ; 
And not unheeded fall the tears from widows', orphans', eyes ! 
Not. vainly are those earnest voices raised both day and night : 
The Ring of kings, the Lord of lords, will always judge aright. 

Ye in the toilsome leaguer or field, whate'er ye do, 
Forget not Him who is not far from every one of you, — 
Think not a soldier's prayer unheard through that all-holy name, 
Nor that a soldier of the cross shall e'er be put to shame 
Nov. 21. 1854. h. 



A REMEMBRANCE OF WELLINGTON. 

WITHIN that palace of the works of peace 

Where splendours upon splendours, bright and far, 

Stretched out in vistas of the summer light 

Beyond Arabian fancy to devise, 

I saw that ag&d Leader, him that erst, 

When one had risen to grasp at boundless sway, 

Guided the arms that did set free the world. 

Among the golden pomps of Indian kings, 

Drawn from the regions where his youth was trained, 

He stood most venerable in honoured age, 

Scanning with thoughtful eye the dazzling scene. 

What were his thoughts I know not ; — this I know, 
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He stood a living monument more grand, 
And more suggestive to the musing mind, 
Than all the breathing marbles art had wrought : 
The latest words of some great tragedy 
Fall so upon the ear. The noble deeds 
Wrought fearfully within our fathers' youth 
Had drawn to this result of peace, high peace, 
And garnered glories of an age of arts : 
And some might dream the doors of malachite 
Were doors of heaven ; and all men were at rest. 
Such rest — so great a lull before the storm 
Arose that rends the heavens above our heads, 
Had then the world ; — and Wellingten was not ! 
But the tears wept above his awful bier 
Were drops before a thunder-storm of woe ; 
Scarce had he gone his way when fearful signs 
Rose in the firmament, too plainly seen, 
And through the age War's dreadful trumpet blew. 
Nov. 21. 1854. h. 



WRITTEN AFTER SUNSET AT BONN. 

BEYOND that darkened hill 

The sun is sunken low, 
Yet in the evening still, 

Like a vast rainbow, 

His light doth glow. 
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Downward like ruddy fire, 
Upward so tender green, 

Melting ever higher 
With a gentle sheen 
Of lovely tints between 

Into deeper blue : 

And thou seest afar 
Feebly glitter through 

Where the poplars are 

Some silver star. 

In the east full soon, 
Over yon great river, 

The broad shining moon 
Will gleam and quiver, 
On the small waves dancing ever. 

And all is silent round 

Till the knell, 
With wide-circling sound 
From the minster-bell, 
The hour doth tell. 
Sept. 1851. ] 
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SONG. 

WRITTEN FOR AN AIR BY MOZART. 

WHERE the arched boughs on high 

Weave a shadowy canopy, 

I would silently abide 

In the dewy eventide. 

Joyous birds no longer sing ; 
But the bat, on silken wing, 
Scarce appearing to the sight, 
Noiseless speeds his phantom flight. 

Now the heaven-enthron&d queen 

Hath arisen in state serene, 

Leading through the darkening sky 

All her mystic pageantry. 

In the grass the glow-worms bright 
Gleam with their enchanted light, 
And when weary day is spent 
Make a mimic firmament. 

Fondly would I linger here 
Till the golden morn appear, 
And the glorious king of day 
Hold once more his shining way. 
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Then the world shall wake to toil, 
Weary care and dull turmoil, 
Till to calm the tumult vain 
Dewy eve shall come again. 
1846. h. 



ALONG the hillside where I lie 

The high grass dances cheerily 

To the breeze of evening fleeting by. 

And pleasant voices from below 
Of creatures all that homeward go 
Rise mingled with the oxen's low. 

Beyond the shoulder of the hill 
Yon amber sun is sinking still 
Some other land with joy to fill 

Those clouds before the western sky 

In grim and heavy masses lie, 

Most darkened where the sun is nigh : 

But toward the east in quiet grey 
The colours of departing day 
Are fading peacefully away, 
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And yonder bright and ruling star 
Tells to the watchful eye from far 
Of glories that all hidden are. 



H. 



TO THE WOOD-PIGEON. 

WHY mournest thou, poor dove, in the covert thick 

As one heart-sick, 
And missing somewhat of thy fond belief 1 

What thou dost lack, 

Past bringing back, 
Hath turned in memory to a quiet grief. 

Thy voice so lights upon the listening ear 

With pensive cheer, 
So faltering, self-consoling, silence-broken, 

I fain would know 

The former woe 
That those half-uttered longing notes betoken. 

That may not be, and 'tis a foolish thought, 

Thus feigning aught 
That in thy shy sequestered heart may dwell ! 

Yet may I guess 

Thy notes express 
The sad ano^ wistful mood of nature well. 

H. 
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SONNET. 

BRAVE Sun, that rulest in thy plenary might 
The vassal hours of this long summer day, 
The noontide stillness doth confess thy sway 

Who tamest all things with thy rod of light. 

Beneath that generous rule thy subjects bow 
Thriving in ordered quietness of wealth, 
Each in his kind receiving, as by stealth 

And half unknown, thy plenteous blessing. Thou 

Great ruler ! throned on imperial height, 
The crown of splendour blazing round thy head, 

Foreseest thy brightness waning into night, 
The shadow of coming darkness dimly spread 
Over thy shining frontier, nor doth dread 

Make pale thy sovran glory at the sight ! 

H. 
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SONNET. 

SUNSET ON A SEA-SHORE AT LOW-WATER. 

BUT one short hour hath past since all around 
A wide and cheerless waste went forth to meet 

The dull grey vault above, nor sight nor sound 
Cheerful or bright lured on thy labouring feet. 

But now what heavenly glories in the west 
Surround yon dazzling sun ! Aerial towers 
And palaces of light, and golden bowers, 

And purple mountains, forms that are exprest 
In radiance, and the wondering soul absorb. 

And even this wide expanse beneath thine eyes 

Sparkles and gleams around in rainbow dyes ; 
And in the midst, straight to the fiery orb, 

A broad highway of glory bids thee muse 

Upon the Light that leads to worlds of fadeless hues. 

w. 
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AUTUMN. 

AUTUMN ! thou art most rich in pensive joy 

To them that read thee rightly. Thou hast hope 

In deep serenity of sadness hidden ; — 

Life in thy gentle death. The seed hath fallen 

To its dark resting-place in the mouldering sod, — 

Its own small spark of life within it glowing, 

We know not how ; that unseen quickening power 

Lodged there by Him whose least regarded work 

Is past our understanding. Canst thou tell, 

Thou that hast sought with weary and subtle toil, 

By what still-working silent spell it draws 

Unto itself all needful elements, 

And weaves them into fabrics passing art, 

Yet " toils not, neither spins ? " How meekly there, 

With what glad quietness in the dreary time 

Do these abide their rising from the earth ! 

Therein is wisdom that thou well may'st learn ; 

Bow down, man ! for God is in this place ; 

" This is none other than the gate of heaven ! " 

H. 
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WRITTEN IN A BOAT ON A SMALL CREEK 
OF THE ISIS, NEAR ABINGDON. 

I LOVE to see the golden sun sink down 
From this still creek, where the soft evening breeze 
Whispers among the reeds and purple flowers, 
While the small birds fly twittering to their nests ; 
And, through the liquid clearness downward gazing, 
To watch the many-tinted plants that grow 
"In the cool water, where the playful fish 
Poise on their quivering fins, or swiftly dart, 
Cheating the sight like creatures in a dream. 

How the rich beauty of the evening sky 
Floats on the rippling pool ! and the red sun, 
Hastening behind the darkened trees to rest, 
Flames downward in a stream of flickering glory ; 
While in the pearly east the pale moon rises 
To rule the beauty of the starry night. 

1847. h. 
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WRITTEN IN NIGHTINGALE VALLEY, 
LEIGH WOODS. 

A FRAGMENT. 

OH ! what a home of beauty is this glen, 
Where the slant sunbeams scarce can reach the path, 
So thickly tangled are the boughs above, 
Of elm, and spreading beech, and stately ash, 
And silver-stemmed birch of queenly grace, 
Their roots firm clinging to the hoary rocks, 
Mossgrown, and shaded by tall drooping ferns ; 
How fragrant is the breath of these deep woods, 
So still in loveliness. 

Even the gay breeze moves softly here that stirs 
The topmost branches into whispers light, 
Broken at times by distant echoing din, 
When, in the chasm beyond, vain-toiling man 
Raises his puny thunders. 

Thou the while, 
Unseen enchantress ! in thine inmost nook 
Weavest thy marvellous spell, now pouring forth 
High notes of full delight ; then with quick change 
Sinking to deep love-warbling, and anon 
Quivering with ecstacy. 

H. 



*» 
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ON SOME FLOWERS IN MY WINDOWS IN 
THE COBLENZER STRASSE, BONN. 



SEE in what goodly rows they stand ! how high 
Above the sultry bustle of the street 
They lead their innocent lives, yet " not unseen, 
For hither flies the stray adventurous bee, 
Jostling with zealous unregardful haste 
The sweet grey blossoms of the heliotrope, 
And here the elderly brown-coated drone 
Disports him in his sunny-basking leisure : 
Right welcome both ! yea, each to his behoof, 
So goes the orderly work of nature on 
Harmoniously diverse. 



Now see again, 
On yonder bright verbena's scarlet gems 
Lights the air-dwelling butterfly. Take heed 
Lest that shy stranger cheat thy curious gaze. 
He's gone ! Yet look again. Who dwelling here 
With round green back, so sleek, yet nimble in spite, 
Lies hanging on his thin and glistering lines 
Devising subtle harm, but spying thee 
With sudden flight runs to his perilous den 
Which who that saw e'er quitted ? If thou knew'st 
What deeds are wrought in that dim shadowy nook 

B 
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Thou would'st not stand and rub thy paws i' th' sun, 
Unhappy fly ! within the spoiler's reach. 

How much of quiet pleasure dwells in you 
Small window-gardens, perched in narrow space, 
A resting-place and foreground of delight 
To them who care not with insatiate eye 
To watch my lady's carriage and my lord's 
Illustriously raise the dust below. 

Welcome, ye fragrant neighbours, looking in 

With eyes so loving meek, — Verbena, Rose, 

Sweet Mignonette, and bright Geranium ; 

And ye whose brave most wondrous names transcend 

The memory of a plain and simple man. 

Whence, ye gardeners, that miraculous lore 1 

Oh ! say what Muse, from what outlandish realm, 

Insphered in jargon multifarious, 

Indites those titles, much to be revered, 

Yet all to be forgotten, — German, Greek, 

French, Fatagonian, and I know not what, 

Tet all botanico-philologized 

And Latin-savouring in ladies' ears. 

Between these wreathed stems and pendent flowers 
Gleam the full waters of historic Rhine. 
Perchance that crimson bell conceals from sight 
Some distant chapel or grey ruined tower 
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On yonder mountain's top ; for there they stand, 
Those hills renowned in song, that frontier crag 
Where young undaunted Siegfried slew the foe ; 
Farther and bluer see that wooded brow, 
There dwelt the sad heart-wearied Paladin ! 

Here one may sit and dream of olden times, 
And musing look upon those ancient hills 
Where man's stern work is crumbling into ruin ; 
Then turn and gaze with newly roused delight 
On that most gentle work which, year by year 
Itself renewing, clothes the earth with beauty. 
Perchance such thoughts may grow to thanks and prayer ! 

u. 



A REMEMBRANCE OF GRANTCHESTER 

CHURCH. 

to p. l., st John's coll., Cambridge. 

THOU know'st the stile full well. Thou know'st the 

church, 
The chancel where the loving ivy clings, 
And mantles in its richest depth of green. 
That modest tower, that lowly tomb so still 
Beneath the roses' fragrance where 'tis writ 
" Blest are the pure in heart." And hast thou not 
In early summer, when the air is hushed, 
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And the full glory of the setting sun 

Rests in the ivy's thousand glittering drops 

Where the fresh shower hath fallen, hast thou not stood 

Spell-hound, and heard the still air breathing round thee 

With music and with children's happy voices 

That chant their hymns within ? Long hast thou stood, 

Then turned and wandered through the church-yard gate 

With silent step, and lingered in the porch, 

And where upon the lowly tomb 'tis writ 

" Blest are the pure in the heart," — hast musing gazed 

And prayed, and listened in deep reverence 

The while that infant choir within were chanting 

Their simple and their solemn melodies. 

Then, by that time the golden orb of heaven 

Has darkened in the west, and the bright moon 

Silver's the eastern window's tracery, 

Homeward hast turned thy steps along the lane 

Still turning and still gazing. Silent stands 

The church, and o'er the chancel cross there hangs 

A bright star glittering. Hushed is all within, 

Yet in the evening air is music still, 

Yea, brighter now and far more beautiful 

Are those clear thrilling notes that heard afar 

Seem more than mortal joy. Thou scarce may'st breathe 

Entranced of that most sweet even-song, 

Well may a good and humble heart have said 

' Lord ! if thou hast given such melody on earth, 

What music is in heaven ? " h. 
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ON SEEING SOUTHEY'S EFFIGY IN 
CROSTHWAITE CHURCH, CUMBERLAND. 

SOUTHEY, thou wert both kind and true of heart, 

And in thy life domestic duty found 

Its due fulfilment ; friendship's generous glow 

Shed on thy learned task its welcome light, 

And not in vain were history by thee 

And lives of ancient men long pondered o'er, 

For seeds of noble thought found genial soil 

And olden virtues lived again in times 

When daring folly and effeminate vice 

Were offering strange fire at Poesy's shrine, 

And had profaned the holy temple of God. 

Thy praise be not that various learning filled 

The storied chambers of thy memory, 

Nor that the craft was thine to frame the lay 

Impassioned, or the epic's stately pile 

To rear with Moorish splendour richly decked : 

But that at Duty's voice thy head would bow 

Not mindless how the faithful in the least 

Is faithful too in much ; and therefore here 

Thou liest in memorial marble, long 

To be remembered by the true of heart. 

H. 
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THE WALL OF JERUSALEM REBUILT. 



PART I. 

ONCE more above Moriah's steep the incense streams to Heaven, 
Once more within the sacred shrine now burn the mystic seven, 
Bat all around in ruined heaps the walls of Salem lie 
And Nehemiah's faithful band, each with his sword on thigh, 
While armed troops are hovering round to seize upon their prey 
Toil bravely on with stone and beam ; and thus to Heaven they pray, 
" Be thou our strong right arm in war, in work be thou our aid, 
For whom the Living God doth help no man shall make afraid." 

They toil from morn till burning noon, till cooling eve so still 
That they may hear the distant dash of Kidron's hollow rill. 
When the circling cressets' blaze of light tells that the day is gone 
They watch, till Hinnom's smouldering fires through deeper gloom 

have shone ; 
They see the brow of Olivet grow dark against the sky 
And the reddening round of waning lights tells that the day is nigh ; 
They toil and watch and fight and hope and watch and toil amain, 
For the Lord hath brought his people back to Zion's homes again. 



30 

So course on course grows slowly up round ail that circuit vast, 
And the warrior-workmen all, what time they hear the trumpet- 
blast, 
Leave stone and hammer, crane and saw, and speed them to the 

fight, 
For Nehemiah and his guard withstand the foemen's might. 
And thus the goodly work goes on, each heart to Heaven upraised, 
Each arm with holy courage nerved, nor mortal prowess praised : 
In vain Sanballat's boastful threat, Tobiah's treacherous wile, 
For the Lord hath turned his wrath aside and Judah feels his smile. 

And now along the lofty line the idle scaffolds fall, 
Each tool and plank is laid aside, each crane and engine tall ; 
The gladsome rays of morn are bright on many a stately tower 
And battlements in many a row above the valleys lower ; 
On every side the ponderous gates on creaking hinges swing, 
At morn and eve with welcome clash those brass-bound portals ring. 
The brave may now find sleep at night, their faithful labours blest ; 
For whom the Lord encircles round in peace they ever rest 

But within, the folk are scattered wide, and walk with downcast 

mien, 
For mouldering ruins strew the way each builded house between, 
And when o'er Zion's regal hill the purple shadows fall 
The cooling breath of eve still sighs through broken arch and hall 
So then spoke out the Tirshatha, brave Nehemiah, he 
Who left the smile of Shushan's lord and Persia's chivalry, 
That peasant, noble, priest, and prince should flock within each gate 
Ere long in solemn gathering on Judah's God to wait. 
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While o'er Siloa's deeper vale the nightly shadows lie, 

Bat the lofty Temple's eastern front reflects the reddening sky, 

A gathering multitude press on and fill that ample space 

Between the towered Water-gate and the Temple's southern face. 

Then high above the nobles round and priests of stedfast soul, 

Their aged Ezra reads aloud from Sinai's sacred scroll ; 

But when they hear what ills befell their wayward sires of yore 

The people fear their righteous Law, they weep and tremble sore. 

Then uprose Nehemiah : the wailing host grew still : 

" Ye men of Judah, now give ear ; ye tread your holy hill ! 

The God of Heaven whose shrine is there hath brought us here 

this day, 
He still is merciful to those who make His name their stay ; 
His gracious smile hath been your hope through all your sorrow's 

length, 
This day is holy to the Lord ; His joy is all your strength : 
Then weep no more ; rejoice, give thanks ! and as ye fear His rod 
Do justly and love mercy, walk humbly with your God." 

Then many a word of hope and power the Sons of Levi spake, 
The people hear their Law again and calmer courage take, 
Their solemn worship rose to Heaven, it rose and ceased not 
Until upon the Temple's front the southern sun was hot. 
Each scattering group went slowly home ; with hopeful hearts 

they tread 
That ground the faithful once have trod, nor think on sorrows fled. 
The nobles strewed their gifts among the poorer folk, and all 
With joy kept holy to the Lord that solemn festival. 
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PART II. 



'Tis noon upon Moriah's height, the echoing courts are still, 
No gathering crowd of worshippers ascends the holy hill ; 
The brazen altar stands alone before the sacred shrine, 
Where sculptured pillars rise aloft in many a stately line. 
No white-robed priest with solemn tread along the cloisters 9 shade 
Is seen to pace ; in radiance sleeps each marble colonnade, 
As faintly on the fanning breeze, with gentle rise and fall, 
A whispered breath of harmony strays through the arches tall : 

For along the lofty wall that skirts the city's northern bound, 

With eager crowds each space is filled, the air is filled with sound ; 

And in the midst a goodly sight draws on, for many a line 

Of priests and Levites, clad in white, beneath the noonday shine ; 

Their noble Tirshatha with Judah's princely sons beside, 

In holy triumph passes on along that rampart wide ; 

The sacred singers, too, are there from every village nigh, 

And mingled sounds of instrument and chant swell up on high. 

The northern wall no longer pace the hindmost troop, for now 
They tread the battlements that face the eastern mountain's brow ; 
They pass the tower of Meah and the tower of Hananeel, 
They wind around that lofty fane where all are wont to kneel. 
At length the silent pauses each anthemed shout between, 
With soft responsive harmony are filled, and soon is seen 
Around the side of Zion's steep, a long and glistening train 
Wind slowly on ; with louder clang the music swells again. 
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There aged Ezra's reverend form leads on the bright array 

Of holy pomp, to dedicate their faithful work this day : 

Behind, in many a seemly row, the trusty Nethinim ; 

In front, the Sons of Levi with gold and silver gleam : 

They bear those instruments whose sound King David once hath 

known, 
The silver trumpets heard afar and horns of clearest tone, 
Sweet lutes and joyous cymbals with harps of antique mould, 
Which Hemans' holy skill hath wrought in the tuneful times of old. 

The gathering lines draw slowly on and fill that ample space 
Between the towered Water-gate and the Temple's southern face ; 
Then nobles, Levites, Nethinim, and people all rejoice, 
Their heartfelt anthem raise again with loud uplifted voice : 
" A song of new and grateful praise sing to the Lord on high, 
His holy arm, his own right hand, have gotten the victory :" 
At length rose up from all that host one long and mighty shout, 
As when of yore the chosen tribes had turned their foes to rout. 

It rang down Kidron's dewy depth and up the time-worn side 
Of glowing Olivet and on across the desert wide. 
Through Hinnom's gloomy gorge it rang ; o'er Gihon's placid pool 
The stork took wing ; it roused the kine in Bethel's pastures cool. 
The hinds of 'Bethlehem looked up ; before the rumoured sound 
Sanballat's craven cheek grew pale within Samaria's bound. 
So Judah's rescued remnant abode in peace that day, 
For God in heaven had spoke the word, and who shall tell Him nay ! 

w. 
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HYMN FOR ST STEPHEN'S DAY. 

(FROM THB LATIN OF ADAH OF 8T VICTOR.) 

YESTERMORN did men rejoice 
Chanting high with gladsome voice 

Jesus Christ's nativity. 
Yestennorn, with holy mirth, 
Angels followed down to earth 

Heaven's king exultingly. 

First of Jesus' witnesses, 
Minister whose deeds confess 

All his faith's sincerity, 
Stephen on this holy morn, 
In despite of Jewish scorn, 

Won the glorious victory. 

Failing of their counsels sage 
Now his savage foemen rage 

In their fierce and bitter mood, 
Then the plotters straight suborn 
Men of Belial, all forsworn ; 

Ruthless asps' envenom'd brood ! 



35 

Holy wrestler, hold thine own ! 
Certain of the assured crown, 

Thou, godly Stephen, art. 
Shame the evil witnesses : 
By thy words of earnestness 

Satan's wily conclave thwart. 

Witness hast thou all-prevailing, 
Witness firm and never failing 

Doth in heaven thy truth confess. 
Thee the crowned men do call, 
Tortures fitly thee befal 

For the crown of blessedness. 

For the wreath of amaranth-flower 
Bear the torture's failing power, 

Holy triumph waits for thee ! 
Death shall be thy better birth, 
And the latest pang of earth 

Dawn of endless life shall be. 

Filled with the Holy Ghost 
He beholdeth now the host 

In the heavenly mansions bright, 
Sees the glory of the Lord ; 
Panting for the high reward, 
So he ends the faithful fight. 
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Now, behold, at God's right hand, 
Jesus Christ to aid thee stand : 

On Him, Stephen, fix thine eyes ! 
Cry aloud in mighty prayer 
Till the heavens opened are, 

Till thy happy spirit rise ! 

He yields his soul to Christ on high, 
For whom he counts it sweet to die 

Underneath the crushing stones. 
See, the cruel-hearted Saul 
Keeps the murderers' garments all, 

And with zeal the slaughter owns. 

Stephen prays on bended knee 
That they all may pardoned be 
Who smite him down in agony, 

So their blinded rage forgiving. 
Thus in Christ he fell asleep, 
Firm of heart His law to keep, 
First the bright reward to reap 

He with Christ is ever living. 

H. 
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ST JOHN XX. 29. 

" Blessed are they who have not seen, and yet have believed." 

" THY ways are hid from mortal eye, 
I never saw Thy sacred form. 
Art Thou in pestilence and storm 1 
Can faith, indeed, assure Thee nigh ? 

" The flash of heaven doth blind or slay, 
The billows whelm the good and bad ; 
Grief, torturing pain, and partings sad, 
IS or fear may shun, nor love can stay. 

" The slave groans out his life below, 
His lord lives on in silken ease ; 
The wicked walk which way they please ; 
They say thou dost not care or know." 

Peace, rebel thought ! nor longer grieve ; 
Though clouds now hide his bright array, 
Yet hear His word — " How blest are they 

Who have not seen, and yet believe ! 
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And yet believe that He who trod 
This earth— our fellow-man — and died 
To save us, rules this eddying tide, 

And soon shall judge the world — its God ! 

C 
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Nor weary at His long delay ; 

To Him our hopes and dawning years, 
Bright joys, long toils, our lingering fears 

And wan regrets — are but a day. 

Yet mark His warning promise too ; 
Who walk in fear and patient love, 
And heed the still small voice above, 

Shall own His wondrous teachings true : 

Shall hail them true ! to Him shall cleave, 

Their Lord, their Saviour, till His day 

Shine forth, and show how " blest are they 

Who have not seen, and yet believe." 

w. 



A HYMN. 

WHEN across the inward thought 
Comes the emptiness of life, 

And it seems that earth has nought 
But a vain and weary strife : 

All to do, and nothing done, 
Useless days fast fleeting by, 

Wanderings many, progress none, 
Faltering steps by fountains dry, 
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Shall we, in that hapless mood, 

Fainting fall beside the way ? 
Help us, Giver of all good ! 

Teach thy wretched ones to pray ! 

Thou that with the Father art, 

One in power, in glory one, 
Tet within the trusting heart 

Bearest witness with the Son : 

Oh forgive our faithless mind, 

Raise us from our low estate, 
Breathe in us the will to find 

Higher life in small and great ! 

Give us watchful eyes and clear, 
Purged from the scales of sense, 

Seeing still the Master near, 
And the city far from hence. 

Higher lead our love and faith, 

Lower our humility ; 
Let the words that Jesus saith 

Be illumined all by Thee ! 

And in them let us discern, 

Calming all our sinful strife, 
While our hearts within us burn, 

Him, the Word, the Truth, the Life ! 

H. 
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ST MARK IV. 28. 

" First the blade, then the ear, after that the full corn in the ear.** 

THOU that with curious eye dost mark, 
While pacing o'er thy dreary field, 
The first fresh springing blade revealed 

Scarce seen among the furrows dark, 

Wilt thou repine if in the morn 

Thou shalt not suddenly behold 

In summer seas of living gold 
The ripened glory of the corn ? 

Nay, but thou rather art content 
If, rising slowly day by day 
Beneath the shower and warmer ray, 

The crop reward thy labour spent. 

Yet we to whom the task is given 
To watch the soul's unfolding powers 
In happy and in weary hours, 

Perchance have oft in sorrow striven 

To check the impatient wish that fain 
Would see God's work before the time, 
Unmindful of the changing clime, 

The early and the latter rain. 
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And heedless, too, how all unseen 
By human eye the root begins 
To feel its hidden way, and wins 

The sources of its life serene. 

Yet we may watch with duteous care, 
May wholesome nourishment supply, 
And tend with ever watchful eye 

The early shoot appearing there : 

For He who thus the blessing sends 
Hath granted to the humble mind 
Its happy work with Him to find 

In hallowed union for like ends. 



H. 



ST MATT. X. 22. 

M He that endureth to the end shall he saved.** 

" HE that endureth to the end*' 

Think well of this, thou weary heart, 
Thou that hast chosen the better part 
Yet faintest, mindless of thy Friend ; 
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Thy heavenly Friend in sorrow tried ; 
Will he not help thee day by day, 
Who having trod the woful way 

For thee and in thy manhood died ? 

Is thy grief hid from Him indeed ? 
Hast thou a pain He doth not know, 
He who hath drained the cup of woe, 

Who lives in heaven to intercede 1 

Is there in human life a page 

So dimmed with tears He sees it not, 
And that thine own peculiar lot 

Known to none else from age to age ? 

Did He not read the volume through 
Who drew the labouring mortal breath, 
Who bowed His head in bitter death 

And " finished" that he came to do? 

Oh rouse thee from this deadly sloth, 
Rub from thy sword the coward rust ; 
Learn thou that blessed Friend to trust 
Who is thy Go% and brother both. 

H. 
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A HYMN IN SORROW. 

IN all time of adversity, 
When my spirit sinks within me, 

When all earthly hope is spent, 
And even Thy promise scarce can win me 

To trust Thee for the unseen event, 
Good Lord, deliver me. 

From fretfulness and all unquiet, 

From doubt of Thy long-suffering love ; 
From all the dark perplexing riot 

Of thoughts untaught to dwell above ; 
From weak distrust and all misgiving, 

From hopelessness and unbelief ; 
From all in dying or in living 

That gives Thy Holy Spirit grief, 

Good Lord, deliver me. 

When " all that is not heaven" shall fail me, 

When wonted things shall all grow dim, 
When human love shall naught avail me, 

Nor aught abide but love of Him ; 
Then, for His sake who vanquished death 

And robbed the grave of dreariness, 
Receive, Lord, my dying breath, 

Give heaven's own joy for weariness. 
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And when this earthly life is ended, 
When " perfect love" shall swell the hymn 

That riseth from sweet voices blended 
Of saints redeemed and seraphim ; 

Grant, Thou God who hearest prayer, 

That those I love may all be there. 

H. 



JOB XIX. 23-27. 

*' Oh that my words were now written 1 Oh that they were printed 
in a book ! That they were graven with an iron pen and lead in the 
rock for ever ! For I know that my Redeemer liveth, and that he 
shall stand in the latter day upon the earth ; and though after my 
skin worms destroy this body, yet in my flesh shall I see God." 

WELL hath the Lord who granted thee 
To form that noble wish, fulfilled 
More than thy soul, in sorrow skilled, 

With strongest faith could hope to see. 

Thy words, godly heart and brave ! 

That brake from out thine agonies, 

Are written now indeed, to rise 
Triumphant from the Christian's grave ; 

And printed in the book that tells 
How thy Redeemer lived and died, 
The blessed book ordained to guide 

His chosen flock to living wells — 
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That tells how He our sorrows bore 
To save us from the sinner's' doom, 
And lay within the hallowed tomb 

And rose to live for evermore. 

He in the latter day shall stand 
Upon the earth, and thou shalt see 
With eyes from tears for ever free 

His form amidst the angelic band : 

And glorious things thy faith did guess, 
Through the dim mirror scarce discerned, 
With ecstacy will then be learned 

By the clear sight of holiness. 

H. 



2 KINGS VI. 15-17 ; 5 MATT. XXVI. 53. 

THE servant of the man of God, 
When Dothan's walls were close beset, 
With fainting heart his master met 

And shewed what he had seen abroad. 

Then spake Elisha : — " Fear not thou, 
For they that be with us are more ; 
But look as thou didst look before, 
And closely mark the mountain's brow." 
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So looked he as the prophet willed ; 
And, wheeling on the barren sward, 
Behold ! the chariots of the Lord 

And steeds of fire the mountain filled. 

Elisha knew the glory well, 
Not mindless how that chariot came 
And bore to heaven in whirling flame 

The mighty seer of Israel. 

Thus God his servants compasseth 
With angel hosts unseen but near f 
Who do His will have nought to fear, 

For all is theirs, both life and death. 



But when upon that fearful night 
The torches' glare the three awoke, 
And clashing arms the silence broke, 

And Simon's sword was bared for fight : 

In majesty of meekness He 
Rebuked the rash disciple's zeal, 
And, ready even then to heal, 

Stretched forth His hand for charity. 

By men forsaken and betrayed, 
No angel stood beside Him there, 
Though had His soul but breathed a prayer 

All heaven had come to give Him aid. 
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The Master stood unhelped, alone, 
The lowly servant girt with flame. 
For ever blessed be Thy name ! 

Thy wondrous ways are all Thine own. 

For us, holy Saviour ! Thou 
Like as a bleeding lamb wert slain ; 
But we shall see Thee come again 

When every knee to Thee shall bow. 



H. 



ST MARK XVI. 7. 

• But go your way, tell his disciples and Peter that he goeth 
before you into Galilee, there shall ye see him, as he said unto you." 

LONG-SUFFERING Lord, and didst thou send 

So glad a word for Peter too, — 

For that forlorn disciple who 
Denied his Master and his Friend ? 

Where had he passed those weary days, 
Sad days of grief and quenched hope ? 
Did he in lonely sorrow grope 

Along his own poor darkened ways ? 

How thought he on that latest look 
When Jesus turned Him in the hall 
And at the shrill bird's wakeful call 

He straight his sinful trance forsook, 
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And left the cheerful fire and went 
Into the dark and lonesome cold, 
Weeping for happy times ot old 

And for his love so quickly spent ; 

But most for what the Lord had said, 
That thrice His name should be denied 
Ere the cock crew at morningtide : 

For the pale stars were waxing dead, 

And that which seemed so strange to think 
Had come to pass in very deed, 
The valiant heart at utmost need 

Had been the first from harm to shrink. 

And now was Simon left alone 
With the accuser face to face 
To fall beneath his self-disgrace 

Who had not dared his Lord to own ? 

No ! for He too who did foresee 
The sin, had given the assurance sweet 
" Though Satan sift thy soul like wheat 

Fear not, for I have prayed for thee." 

How much the heart of Simon knew 

Of agony we cannot tell 

From what in those three days befell 
So bitter to the chosen few: 
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For they who loved their Master well 
Spake in amazed perplexity, 
4< We trusted that it had been He 

Who should redeem His Israel." 

So fared it with the sad eleven ; 

But women early at the tomb 

Saw sitting in the inner gloom 
A youthful angel bright from heaven, 

Who bade them not to be afraid, 
For He they sought was risen indeed 
As God aforetime had decreed ; 

And showed the place where he was laid : 

And then the joyful message gave 
That they and Peter too should see, 
And gladly greet in Galilee 

Him who had triumphed o'er the grave. 

H. 
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ON THE NAME " CHRISTIAN." 

'TWAS lightly given by one in scorn — 

That sacred name-where Syria's queen 
In brightest regions of the morn 

Beneath the glowing heaven serene 
Sate throned on Orontes' wave, — 

Luxurious, wanton Antioch ! 

Whose citizens, a motley flock, 
Far distant lands together gave. 

There in her world-frequented mart 
And by the haven of the ships 

Were some whose spirits dwelt apart, 
Devout of mind and pure of lips : 

Nor ever did they come to kneel 
At bright Apollo's pillared shrine, 
Nor Daphne's leafy shades entwine 

Their roving footsteps to conceal. 

And they that were of lighter mood 
From wondering came at last to scoff, 

Nor aught of ill forgone, or good 
Achieved,^could ward such arrows off. 

And many an idle-busy man 
Would point a finger in the street 
Where good and ill together meet 

With—" There behold a Christian ! " 
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So scoff and mocking jest went round 
Till scorn had darkened into hate : 

With something more than empty sound 
Must malice now its hunger sate. 

They drag the accused to where the high 
And stern pro-consul sits in state : — 
" Wilt thou bow down to Jove most great 1 

" Nay, for a Christian am I ! 



>ve uivsh great; t 



Not mindless how the Master saith 
" Ye shall in this world suffer shame 

And loss of all things ; — yea, and death 
Shall fall on those who bear my name." 

They pass from prison forth to die — 
Such is their firm deliberate choice — 
Where the great world's unpitying voice 

Tosses the name of scorn on high. 

" The Christians to the lions ! "—So 
The maddened throng were wont to shout, 

While on the Flavian sand below 
The holiest life was ebbing out. 

The life was ebbing, — but the tide 
Of Christian faith 'twas vain to stem, 
The fount that rose at Bethlehem 

Was waxen to a river wide. 
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Twice Dine long centuries have past ; 

And now that name is held in awe 
Where alien seas their billows cast 

On worlds the Roman never saw ! 
And blest is he that bears that name 

With wealth beyond the Roman's dream ; 

But all things are not as they seem, 
And names and men are not the same. 

A sacred name thou bearest, friend, 
Look that thou fail not in thy deed ; 

It will not help thee in the end 
Although so great for worldly need. 

Whose name thou bearest, in the strife 
See that thou look to Him alone, 
And may'st thou by that name be known 

Inscribed within the Book of Life ! 

h. 
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SONNET. 

ON A VIEW OP THE CHURCH OF ST JOHN THE BAPTI8T 

AT SEBASTE. 

GREATEST of Prophets ! if thy saintly blood 
Were shed beneath these walls, or in the hold 
Of grim Machserus, as hath oft been told ; 

If thy stern brow of truth, that stemmed the flood 
Of regal passion, now lie mouldering here, 

By far Stamboul, or 'neath that northern fane 

Of Amiens, or nigh the Tyrrhene main, 
Too curiously we ask not : nor, in fear 

'Mid our dull days of sloth, invoke thee, Power 
And spirit of Elias ! for thy Light 
So burning, ever led to One more bright. 

Yea, could we soar and find thy heavenly bower ; 
Methinks, as when this earth our Master trod, 
Thy voice were still : " Behold the Lamb of God ! " 

w. 
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SONNET. 



ON A CHRYSALIS. 



THOU whose trembling faith and faltering breath 
The love of Christ may scarce allure on high, 

And all thy weary day the fears of death 
Subject to bondage ! if yon azure sky, 

So fair and radiant, seem to mock thy woe, 
And thou wilt shun the joyous spring-tide rays, 
Yet stray not on with sad incurious gaze 

Nor pass unheeded this poor thing below : 
Think how with patient toil and truthful care 
She wrought her grave-like cell and laid her there, 

And as the shade shall close thy mortal strife 
The very worm that bides her narrow scope 
May bid thy shrinking form lie down in hope 

And wait the glorious rising up to life. 

w. 
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SONNET. 

05 THE WELb-CHAPBL OF SAINT CLEKR IN 60RNWA£L. 

LONE traveller ! let thy weary feet repose 

Awhile, nor fear the fiery noon-tide ray 

Beside this ivied arch, whose sad decay 
Where once the tuneful orison arose 

Breathes solemn silence ; but beneath thy feet 
In radiant freshness of perennial birth 
The water sparks on in quiet mirth 

And fills the gladdened air with odours sweet. 
Oh let thy mortal form that soon shall fleet, 

Yea, like this ruin, mingle with the earth, 
Be now, in faith and love and hopeful strife, 

A fane wherein the Holy One may dwell ; 

So shall " the Spirit " within thee be " a well 
Of water springing up to everlasting life." 

w. 
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ISAIAH XXXVIII. 

WHEN my days were wellnigh spent and done 
I said " I hasten to the darksome gate, 
The years of promise are cut off from me, 
Jehovah's mighty works I shall not see 
Among the living ! — Man in mortal state 
Mine eyes no more shall mark beneath the sun. 

" My life is stricken like the shepherd's tent 
And shall be moved speedily away ; 
Yea, as a weaver's shears his web divide 
I am cut off from all my manhood's pride, 
And pining sickness hath made short my day 
Hastening the darkness ere my noon be spent." 

In grievous weariness I made my moan 
From night till dawn with sorrow waxing faint, 
" Like as a lion He will crush and tear, — 
From morn till eventide He will not spare :** 
Thus like the swallow I renewed my plaint 
And as a dove that mourneth all alone. 

" Mine eyes are weary, gazing upward still, 
I am opprest, Lord, undertake for me ! 
What shall I say ? For He it is hath spoken 
And all my woes His righteous will betoken, 
I will go softly in humility, 

own bitterness my soul shall fill." 
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In deep repentance cometh peace at last ; 
Yea, Thou, Lord, my mortal hart will heal ! 
Instead of peace mine anguish was most deep 
Yet Thou in love my vexed soul will keep, 
Thy mercy Thou hast given me to feel 
And all my sins behind Thy back hast cast. 

For lo ! the grave cannot Thy greatness tell 
And silent death is reckless of thy praise : 
Hope comes not to the darkened dwellers there, 
The living ! He thy mercy shall declare, 
The living who like me hath seen thy ways 
He from his heart shall sing Thy praise right well. 

The father to his children shall make known 
Thy faithfulness so never wearying 
" The Lord was ready in my misery, 
He, he it is whose hand hath holpen me ! 
Therefore with sound of many a joyous string 
My sdhgs shall rise before Jehovah's throne !" 

H. 
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ON READING MEMOIRS OF SOME WHO DIED 
IN EARLY MANHOOD. 

WHEN the accomplished life of crowned hope 
Hath drawn to its full close, and golden wealth 
Of cultured greatness hath been duly reaped 
And garnered for all ages on this earth, 
Well may the honoured spirit sink to rest 
And chants of triumph mingle with the dirge. 

Or if the innocent babe's few morning hours 
End in that great beginning, freely then 
And fondly may we give our sorrow words ; 
" Of such the kingdom is of heaven " we say ; 
" Small need for alphabets of this world's lore 
Where angels are the teachers !' 
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But what thoughts, 
What words to interpret them, what settled mood 
Of constant feeling can the spirit own 
Of him who sees the princely soul of youth 
All lovely with the glow of highest powers 
In noblest exercise ; — all brave to act, — 
Enwreathed with the crown of worthy praise, — 
The path before him bright with prayers and blessings 
Of those undoubting ones who love him well — 
Pass swift from out the living ways of men. 
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Oh how to view the place where he had stood, 

The empty craving place where he had stood, 

The deeds un wrought he should have done ; to know 

The still air longing for the vanish'd voice, 

The many hearts intent for what is not 

Nor e'er can be ! 

Ah ! this should carry forth 
The " longing lingering " thought a higher way, 
Should lead it shrinking and tear-blinded up, 
To where upon an eminence of faith 
Above the misty ways of this dim world 
It may look forth and know the greater truth, 
And see the shining city far from hence 
Where higher holier lives are led than here 
And mightier works are done ; and mark the Way 
Even dearer to the failing human heart 
For footsteps that have past. 

• 

But in the home 
Whence such have gone, what comfort now should dwell? 
Oh ! is it nothing to have known the end ? 
And in the pictured halls of memory, 
Where ever later forms make dim the old, 
To see them brightened in perpetual youth 
The noblest, loveliest semblances of all ? 

H. 
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TO A BUTTERFLY WHICH HAD JUST ESCAPED 
FROM ITS CHRYSALIS-SKIN. 

THOU'RT free at last, and standing by thy cell, 

The dark home of thy seeming deathliness 

Wherein thou hast abode the dreary while 

Unheeding whether winter beat on thee 

Or clear spring smiled serene ; through warm and cold, 

By the hard buffet of the wild sea storm 

Swung in thy slender web, or slowly working 

In hidden sort beneath the vital ray 

The subtle network that in summer air 

Shall bear thee up rejoicing, and the eyes 

That shall behold the glory of the year. 

immemorial emblem of the blest 

And joyful resurrection unto life, 

Soon thou wilt stretch those filmy wings and float 

Through all the untried splendours, and wilt draw 

From every flower delight ; and will not He 

Who thus hath wrought be mindful too of us 

That in our dark web of mortality 

With dim presages of the better life 

Work our appointed time shut in from light 

And wait the promised hour 1 

H. 



61 



" I believe —in the resurrection of the body ; and in the 
life everlasting." 

" I am the resurrection and the life." — St John xi. 25. 
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irvevfianxov.'* — I Cob. xv. 44. 

" EARTH to earth," we lay thee low 
Quenched torch ! to moulder there 

Whose living light we loved so, 
Bright and warm and fair. 

Life of earthly sort is past, 
Fleshly body spent and left, 

Into darksome silence cast 
All of sense bereft. 

Life is gone ! and gone for ever 
That estate of sin and care 

Thwarting every good endeavour 
Which the soul may dare. 

Not by flesh shall heaven be won, 
Aching temples sorrow-stricken, 

Throbbing heart with grief undone 
The spirit will not quicken. 
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Yet the Lord doth guard His own ; 

In the long eternity 
Thou shalt not be left; alone, 

He hath need of thee. 

Yea, thy time shall come at last, 
Quenched torch, and thou shalt burn 

When the angelic trumpet-blast 
Hails the Lord's return. 

Spiritual body blest, 

Rising from the lonely sod 
In the freedom thou shalt rest 

Of the sons of God. 

Changed into His likeness bright, 
Deathly life left far behind, 

Thou shalt in immortal light 
Thy Redeemer find. 
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